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One 


Pleasant. That was the word for it, pleasant. His head felt all fluffy, a little relaxed, a little loose. Not loose like 
jiggly, loose like a whore. No wonder Josh loved this stuff. Troy could tell he was freaking Dean out a little bit, 


but couldn't really bring himself to care. It was all so nce. 


"Troy, are you all right?" Troy smiled in response, reached out to stroke Dean's soft, soft cheek. Dean didn't 
exactly flinch back, but it was easy to tell he was just being polite. "You're not usually so...touchy-feely.” 


"Deano, Deano, Deano. You're so soft" Troy grinned, his eye catching his own reflection in the bar mirror. "l 


look hot, man" 

Dean giggled. “Troy? Are you on something?" 

Troy laid his head atop his arms on the bar, a smile on his face. "I think so. You look hot, too." 

"You are definitely on something," Dean laughed as he stood up. "Come on, lover boy, we should probably get 


you out of here." He held a hand out to Troy, who slid his finger down Dean's palm before grasping his fingers. 
Dean rolled his eyes, but didn't let go until he'd gotten Troy safely settled into a cab outside. 


‘Straight home, Troy. All right? Don't be getting any crazy ideas now" Dean gave the driver directions and 


some cash before waving good-bye. 


Troy sat happily in the back of the cab for a few minutes, admiring the street lights as they whooshed on by. 
He couldn't seem to wipe the smile off his face, and everything looked so pretty. He trailed a finger down the 
filthy cab seat, giggling as he saw how dirty his finger was. Somewhere in the back of his mind he knew that 


would normally bother him, but right now it was amusing as hell. 


"Hey, listen, l'm not ready to go home yet," he announced to the driver, his voice sounding disconnected from 


his mouth. 
A flick of the driver's eyes met his in the rear view mirror. "That guy just paid me to take you there." 


"Awww, but going home's no fun. Hey, just take me to my friend's house, all right? That's not like dropping me 
off at a bar or something, Dean won't be mad." Troy gave the driver new directions, and in a sudden flash of 


brilliance, more money. 


Slightly unsteady, Troy made his way up the steps and rang the bell as the cab drove off into the LA. night. 
There were no lights on inside, but he wasn't going to be dissuaded by such a small detail. He paused to admire 
the ornate ironwork of the railing, crouching down and rumning his hands over the cold metal, then tentatively 
tasting a particularly pretty curlicue. He looked back at the door and realized it still hadn't opened, so he stood 
and pushed the button again Finally, heavy footsteps sounded from inside, and Troy smiled, rocking on the balls 
of his feet with his hands grasped in front of him. 


An unhappy redhead in pajama pants stood behind the security door squinting down at Troy. "What are you 
doing here?" 


"Admiring your railing," Troy pronounced happily. "That part right there," he pointed, "tastes really good" 


Josh laughed. "You took the pills, didn't you?" He undid the deadbolt and opened the door, stepping aside to let 
Troy in. "Did you take the ones with the happy faces, or the plain pink ones?" 


"All of them" Troy made his way into the townhouse, running his palm along the wall as he walked down the 


hallway. 


He heard a giggle behind him as Josh caught up. "Are you serious? You are gonna be so fucked up. How long 
ago?" 


"Mmm, | don't feel fucked up, | feel good" Troy dropped into a leather armchair, letting his head loll to the side. 
"Do you have any wine? I'd like some wine. Red wine. And then we should play." Josh's blue eyes were lit with 
amusement as he watched Troy, and Troy could see the lights in the room reflected in them. He winked at 
Josh. "Al-co-hol, Joshua. You should find me some." 


Troy's eyes settled on Josh's teeth as he grinned. "Well, yes, sir, | will. | can't guarantee | have anything up to 
your standards..." 


"Pshaw. Standards. | scoff at standards!" Troy raised a finger in the air to emphasize his point, watching Josh 
retreat into the kitchen, laughter shaking his bare shoulders. The chair was comfortable, but for some reason 
Troy didn't feel like he could sit still, so he stood up and started to sort through a pile of CD's on the coffee 
table, spreading them out. By the time Josh returned with a cheap bottle of wine and two glasses, Troy had 
the artwork out of most of them, and was shakily attempting to construct the little booklets into a house of 
cards. Josh set a half-full glass carefully on the table. 


"Here, don't wreck the place completely, I'm gonna go get a shirt on" Troy nodded silently, not wanting to look 
up because he'd finally almost gotten two levels completed, a Screaming Trees insert crowning his creation He 
rocked back on his heels, grabbed the stem of the wine glass, and inadvertently knocked the house down. It still 
looked pretty, though, all the artwork laying in a pile. He glanced up as Josh came back, now sporting a black, 
long-sleeved t-shirt. 


"You just missed it! | had two whole levels!" 
Josh rolled his eyes. "l'm sure it was great, man" 


"Oh, you are way too sober. We must fix that." Troy raised his wine glass in a toast. "To friends who answer 


the door in the dead of night!" 


Josh grinned and raised his own glass. "To mel" He downed the whole thing in two gulps, and Troy watched, 
fascinated as a bit of the red liquid dribbled out the corner of Josh's mouth. Troy licked the corner of his own 
mouth, surprised he didn't taste wine there. He raised his glass to his own lips, never breaking his gaze from 


Josh's face, and sipped tentatively. He spit immediately. 


"Oh! God! Josh, what the hell i that?" He grabbed the bottle from Josh, who'd been starting to pour himself a 


second glass. "Gallo? You gave me Gallo? | think you've scared my tastebuds sober.” 


"Jesus Christ, Troy, you show up at 3 AM and expect to find a fucking wine bar? Quit bitching, there's beer in 
the kitchen Hey, don't pour that down the sink!" Josh followed Troy as he stalked into the kitchen and reached 
around him to pull the wine glass from his grasp. Troy spun around, prepared to launch into a tirade about 


nasty wine, and was suddenly distracted by the print on Josh's t-shirt. 


‘Oh, that's pretty." Troy stroked his fingers across the rolling script on Josh's chest. "It's not just white 
either, it's kind of iridescent or something, that's really cool” He looked up at Josh hopefully. "Can | wear your 
shirt? Here, let's trade." Happily imagining the script stretching across his own chest, Troy started to unbutton 
his shirt. "I lost my tie somewhere, or you could wear that too. You'd look good in a tie." Noticing that Josh 
had made no move to take his shirt off, Troy paused in his own undressing to grasp at the hem of Josh's t- 
shirt. 


Troy fully intended to just pull the shirt off Josh, but changed his mind mid-stream and instead slipped his 

hand underneath, spreading it out, palm flat against Josh's warm skin. He pressed experimentally, Josh's soft 
belly yielding under his touch. Troy looked up to see Josh staring down at him with a raised eyebrow. Troy 

wasn't sure if he was fucking up. "You feel good, Josh. Really good, really soft," he explained. 


Josh pinched the bridge of his nose with one hand, closing his eyes and squeezing. "| am definitely too sober for 


this." 


Troy hopped up on the counter in front of the sink and plucked the wineglass from Josh's hand. "Here, | can 
help ease your sobriety." He grinned widely as he raised the glass to Josh's lips and tilted it gradually, leaving 
Josh no option but to drink. Josh let him get away with it for about half the glass, then took it back, both 


eyebrows raised now as he tilted his head forward. 


"You are something else on E. | think | like it” He tossed back the remainder of the wine, then grabbed Troy's 
hips and lifted him off the counter. Josh slung an arm over Troy's shoulders, starting to guide him out of the 
kitchen, and Troy wrapped his arm around Josh's waist, relishing the warmth and weight of him. "I bet you 
play sexy riffs all jacked up like this." 


"| play sexy riffs all the time, you oaf. But yes, | feel some pretty major sexitude coming on right now." Troy 
stumbled slightly, his head starting to feel fuzzier. "I think | should have some water." 


"Damn, good thing | decided on the indoor plumbing option" Josh turned halfway toward the sink, then seemed 
to think better of it. "Lets get you set up with a guitar first, and I'll bring you some, all right?" 


‘Mmm-hmmm." Troy leaned in close to Josh and allowed himself to be led, the colors of Josh's temporary 
living space swirling all around him. "God, why haven't | done more drugs? Everything looks so fucking awesome 


right now." 


Josh led Troy down the hall to the den, where Troy counted five guitars, two on the wall, the rest either on 
stands or leaning on furniture. "Have | mentioned | love you? Jesus, look at this." Troy broke away from Josh 
and picked up a curvy little SG with a cherry-red finish. "She is pretty.’ He slung the strap over his shoulder 
and starting tuning the guitar as Josh walked back toward the kitchen. 


"Hey, I'm going to plug in," Troy called after Josh as he turned an amp on, letting it warm up for a few 
seconds before connecting the SG and turning up the volume. He let out a contented sigh as the first few 
notes flew from his fingertips, closing his eyes, tipping his head back, and seeing the music in his mind. He 
didn't hear Josh come back into the room, didn't hear anything until Josh was playing too. He smiled without 


opening his eyes and slipped into Josh's groove like a well-worn glove. 


It was so familiar, so sweet, so dirty. Playing with Josh was almost like sex, and he could never get enough. It 
was everything he wasn't with anyone else. Relaxed, laid-back, sexy. Groovy. He saw the notes as clear as day 


in his mind, flowing from their guitars and intertwining somewhere in between, Josh's blue and his different 


shades of green, red, and purple. Josh's steady, and his dancing all around, above and below. They played until 
Josh was finally exhausted, leaning back on the sofa and laughing at Troy, who had no intention of letting up. 


"You really better drink some water, man. You can completely dehydrate yourself and not even know it. Come 


on, take a break" Josh patted the sofa next to him, and Troy finally opened his eyes, blinking. 

"Hey, there." He smiled at Josh. "That was fucking good." Josh held out the glass of water toward him and Troy 
took it, slurping gratefully as he realized how thirsty he'd been. He sat down next to Josh, leaning his head 
back on the couch and slouching low. He giggled. "I feel so odd. | want to get naked and run down the street." 
"Except you know I'd lock the door before you made it back" Josh smiled and patted Troy's knee. 

Troy turned his head to look at Josh. "You would, too, you bastard" He kissed Josh on the cheek. "Thank you. | 
don't remember when I've had so much fun" He melted further into the couch. "I'm starting to feel tired. | 


don't know if it's because | stopped moving, or if it's because l'm coming down" 


"You might be coming down, | dunno. On the one hand, you took a shitload of ecstasy. On the other, it's nearly 
10 AM: 


‘It is not! You're shitting me." Troy noticed for the first time that it was, in fact, light outside. "Jesus! How 
long were we playing?" He looked down at his fingers, afraid they'd be shredded, but they looked all right. 


"A while." Josh slung an arm over the back cushion of the couch behind Troy. "Have | ever told you that 
playing with you is kind of like fucking?" 


Looking up at the ceiling, Troy smiled. "No." He glanced over to meet Josh's smiling eyes. "So am | a good lay?" 
Josh chuckled. "You know | wouldn't have kept you around this long if you weren't" 


Troy sighed happily and closed his eyes. "You know | wouldn't have stayed if you weren't.” 


